A Night on the Beach.°* 5 


Romantic notions of beach combers sleeping on a shoreline beach oft promoted in 
movies and romance novels, as a warm-fuzzy, full-moonlit-night experience for lovers 
and like-minded amour is gut-wagon bologna! I tried it once and given the choice of 
sleeping in a car or on a beach, I will take the car! Personal circumstances dictated 
temporarily spending nights on a local beach. I finally fled that sand castle of horrors 
literally for my life! Everything there either burns, bites, stings, pinches, or eats 
everything in sight! One can never get beach sand out of all the tiny little places the stuff 
manages to invade. Sea-spray residue on the skin leaves an itching, burning irritation and 
washing off in more salt water only intensifies the miserableness. The smooth, rhythmic 
ocean sounds one hears playing in movies and such are very different from real life ocean 
roar. Constant nerve wracking crash, crash, crash of sea waves is akin to giving 5, 3-year 
old's, hyped up on 'sugar-zings' and soda, a wash-bucket and spoon then listening to them 
bang away all night long in your bedroom with you in it. That ordeal requires weeks to 
get the crash and ring out of ones head. Most municipalities actively enforce vagrancy 
laws on public beaches after dark. So one must be secretive and hide well from the local 
beat-cop to avoid midnight rousing, harassment or spending a night in a pokey. After my 
experience, the pokey would have been a better idea. Next, the heat and humidity are 
suffocating especially without ocean breezes keeping the air mixed and moving. 
Furthermore, during an absent or gentle wind, mosquitoes opportune the advantage to 
attack in mass for a ritual blood letting of biblical proportions. Amazing how those 
vampiric beasts can bite through most anything to extract their due while leaving behind 
huge, itchy welts as painful reminders of their visit. The only other beast which takes a 
bite like that is the tax collector. To realize their sheer numbers, next time look at the 
underside of a boardwalk, bridge, pier or other support near or over coastal water areas. 
Hiding there are thousands or more of starving mosquitoes waiting for darkness to feed: 
just like tax collectors, they only come out at night and want blood! Compared to them, 
Count Dracula is a piker. Then before or after getting to sleep, if that is possible, one 
often awakens with a jump of “OUCH!!” something is biting and it is not the fish! He or 
she quickly discovers munching away at his body are opportunistic crabs, insects, and 
other unidentifiable critters that make their living scavenging the beach for food eating 
anything lying about including each other. Hi Fred, hi Harry, gulp! Sit, lie or stand still 
long enough and some enterprising critter will take a bite out of whatever body part is 
handy. Parts is parts, munch! Living in a constantly hungry world of eat it before it eats 
you, no matter how big or small makes everything very bold and brave. Those 
unabashed, myriad, sundry beasts will tackle anything: none too big none too small. Eat it 
before something else does; eat it before it escapes; eat it before it eats you. Eat it, is rule 
of beach life, any questions? Bite, munch, munch, gulp. Their rally cries are if you must 
go down, do it with a full belly! The dog-eat-dog world pales in contrast to beach life on 
a seashore! Next time, I will chance spending my vagrant nights with the dogs! 


